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It was the night before Christmas and all through the cottage the only thing sleeping was the cat. Blue was 
curled up on the couch without a care in the world. His ears flicked as he listened to the crackle of the fire 
and the gentle hum of the radio. His paws were tucked beneath him and his tail was curled over his nose. He 


was the picture of feline perfection as he enjoyed a nap before the fire. 


His master, and supplier of food and snuggles, was in the kitchen Condensation coated the windows and 
Waybridge's local radio station - 104-KWDG - babbled away from a small radio perched on a high shelf. There 
had been a heavy rotation of Christmas songs since at least Thanksgiving. Not that James cared. While he 
preferred the likes of Bing Crosby and Nat King Cole he would sing along to anything that caught his attention. 
And, in that moment, Mariah Carey was warbling about what she wanted for Christmas with harmonies 
provided by James. 


He was making his famous turkey stuffing in preparation for Christmas Day. The tiny kitchen smelled of sage, 
lemon, and freshly baked bread. If the way to man's heart was through his stomach then he hoped that 


Dave's heart would be overwhelmed come the following day. 


Deep down, James knew that Dave would be over the moon with his meal. He could make Dave a peanut butter 
and jelly sandwich and Dave would be overcome with love. Dave lived for food and he loved anything that was 


made for him. His portly figure was a testament to every single one of his loves. 


Speak of the Devil He heard Blue give a soft mewl, which was followed by the gentle thud of paws against the 
floor. A moment later and James spotted headlights bounce off the freshly fallen snow. Eventually he heard a 
key in the door and Blue started with his nightly routine of howling for attention. 


"Yes. Yes. Yes. I'm coming. Let me just put this shit down, okay?" 


Leaning against the kitchen's narrow doorway, James watched as Dave dumped an armful of packages in the 
nearby window and leaned down to pluck Blue from the floor. The grey cat was instantly at home, snuggling into 


his friend's arms and purring loud enough that James could hear him. 


Dave was bundled up against the cold in a thick black jacket. A beanie was pulled over his head and a scarf was 
wound around his neck. He seemed oblivious to being watched as he happily sang Christmas songs to a very 


attentive cat. 
‘Merry Christmas, Dave," James softly said. 


Dave's head snapped up and a smile instantly lit his face. He wandered around the dining table and past the 
large Christmas tree before stopping before James. Snowflakes were melting in the strands of dark hair that 
had escaped his hat. James leaned in to brush away the ones that had landed on the swell of his cheeks. A hint 


of colour tickled Dave's face and James couldn't help but smile. 
"How was your day?" he asked. 


Dave shrugged before kissing Blue's head. "Busy as expected" He looked up and gave James a weary smile. His 


eyes, as dark as night, swam with the emotion of someone who ached all over. 


James' smile widened and he moved to give Dave the gentlest of kisses. The younger man moaned softly as he 


leaned his tired body against James. 


"Why don't you go and get a shower and get comfortable? I've made dinner so you can tell me about your day 


over that. Then" James shrugged. "Maybe we can do something a little Christmassy." 
"Such as?" Dave gently pried. 


It was James’ turn to shrug and he let a hand rest in the nap of Dave's neck. His fingers twirled through the 
straggly ends of Dave's hair. "I don't know. Listen to something on the radio. Listen to some music. We'll see. 


You go and get yourself comfortable first" 


With the shower running, James set about fixing dinner. He'd already made a winter soup that he adored, one 
laced with flavours of the season and accompanied by home-made bread. Ladled into earthenware and eaten in 


front of the fire seemed like the perfect end to Christmas Eve. 


Eventually he heard footsteps creaking down the stairs and James felt his heart melt as Dave appeared. The 
younger man was dressed in flannel pyjamas and his long dark hair fell around his shoulders and down his back 
James had to admit that he had a "thing" for Dave's hair. Maybe it was a reminder of his younger days. Or 


maybe it was the way that it framed his face, especially when Dave was wearing glasses. 

Dave leaned on the banister at the bottom of the stairs and gave James his warmest smile. "All done." 
Feel better?" 

"Much better. Thank you." 

"Ready for dinner?" 

Dave's smile widened. "Like you wouldn't believe." 


James grinned and filled the bowls with the thick soup. He added several pieces of thickly buttered bread. Of 


course, Blue got his own little bowl filled with meat and juices. 


Sitting in front of the fire with thick blankets over their laps and the cat curled up next to them was a dream 
that James had held for many years. Sure, he'd done the same thing when he'd been married but there had 
always been that niggle in the back of his head, the one that told him that all wasn't right. 


But now he had everything that he wanted; the picture perfect cottage surrounded by mountains and snow 


and a wonderful boyfriend who made life worth living. 


The dishes had been pushed to one side, forgotten until sometime on Christmas Day. All that remained was 
them and the crackle of the fire. Outside wind gently whistled around the cottage's thick walls. Night had fallen 
a long time ago and more snow was on its way. This was the Christmas that, in James’ mind, had only ever 


appeared on cards. 


They'd sat and enjoyed one another's company for the best part of an hour. Nothing needed to be said. Instead 
they could sit back and just enjoy the crackle of the fire. Dave shifted beside him and James glanced over at 
him. When the younger man lifted his legs onto the couch, James wrapped an arm around his shoulders and 


pulled him close. With Dave's head resting against him, he softly asked, "How was today?" 

Dave chuckled quietly as though he didn't want to break the wonderful atmosphere that hung around them. "It 
was good. Busy, as | said Lots of people coming in. | can't believe how many people leave their shopping to the 
last minute." 


"| can" James grinned. "I used to be one of them." 


Hair hung over Dave's face as he peered up at James. "I take it that | have gifts then?" 


"Cheeky." His fingers worked their way into Dave's hair and he bunched up before allowing his fingernails to 
scratch over the other man's scalp. Dave purred beneath his touches and he stretched his legs along the 
couch until his ankles rested on the opposite end. 


The stillness was a blessing that James never would have thought possible in his life. It hadn't been until he'd 
made that decision to step away from the limelight that the dreams he'd kept in the darkest recesses of his 
mind could finally come to life. To be happy and content with the attention and love of one man was all that 
he'd dreamed of. To love and be loved in return And to have moments of peace and quiet. He loved Dave to 
the ends of the earth. Loved his cheeky sense of humour and otherwise over the top personality. Loved how 
he drew himself from the spots that he liked to hide. Loved how tempted James into telling all of his secrets. 


Yet, as much as he loved Dave's hyper-personality, he also loved the quiet Dave. The Dave who enjoyed being 
stretched out on the couch. The Dave who loved lying in front of the fire. The Dave who loved tossing his cell 
phone in a drawer so that he could spend some quality time with James. The Dave who loved creating new 
toys for Blue and watching him play with them. 

Letting out a contented sigh, he rested his head against Dave's and hugged the other man closer. "I love you." 


He felt Dave shift in order to kiss his shoulder. "Love you, too. Thank you for a perfect Christmas." 


"Baby, it's only Ipm. Christmas hasn't even started yet." 


